XV

DA  KO

WE NOW come to a wonderful period in the
life of the leader, a period when his hope
to see the promised land of the Ocean-men seemed
about to be realized, for his brother Da Ko, fifteen
years older, had succeeded in overcoming the ob-
jections of the family and had gone forth to a
midway land; not to the California land of gold
and perils, but to a wonderful half-way point, a
small country made up of islands and inhabited
not so much by white men as by brown natives.
There was a city there, and they called it
Hon-o-lu-lu.

Yes, surely, now that Da Ko had gone forth, he,
Wen, would be able eventually to follow, for it was
not so far as the greater land, the California land
of gold where one of the family had perished, and
the sea not so wide as where the other had gone
down.

Hon-o-lu-lu! At first it had been just a name to
Wen; a name, a word like any of those words and
ideographs that the teacher in the village school
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